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On the outskirts of a town that has long been forgotten, there once stood a dilapidated mansion that was rumoured to be haunted.

One night, after hearing word of this, world-renowned Professor Altous Von Juba, was seen sneaking onto the property under the cover of darkness.

Understandably, townspeople whispered about Von Juba's troubled past upon hearing this news. For folks were already obsessed with discussing his dismissal from the university amidst allegations of unethical experiments on students involving hypnosis and hallucinogens, as well as his crippling sex addiction that led to many workplace affairs...so this was to be expected.

Beyond those whispers and said past, however he was seen turning the old mansion into The Von Juba Academy for moulding young minds in something lurid and twisted.

Wary parents slowly began enrolling their children, lured in by the Professor's charisma, affordable education, and promises of awakening their creativity. But they soon realized the disturbing reality lurking within the academy's walls.

Lessons seemed innocent at first... poetry, baking, crafts.

But the professor soon unveiled his true agenda...he sought to achieve mind control.

Delicious and nutritious hallucinogens were slipped into cookies to "open" the students' minds.

Hypnosis and repetition were used to indoctrinate the children with the professor's twisted ideas.

Any parents who threatened to withdraw their kids quickly changed their minds after the professor intimated harm might come to the children if they left. Thus the students themselves were left oblivious, increasingly beholden to Von Juba's every command.

Behind the facade of an innovative academy was a man bent on amassing his own army of young minds to manipulate. The parents watched helplessly as their children fell deeper under the Mad Professor's influence, chanting his mantras and staring at him adoringly.

And so the town lived in fear of what Von Juba might instruct his impressionable followers to do next. But none dared speak out against the shadowy academy on the hill and its creator's demonic ambitions.

Because, of course, the problem soon took care of itself one fateful evening, during the Annual Town Festival of Days, Von Juba received an invitation to an exclusive gathering hosted by Countess Rantar, a woman known for her wild parties.

Intrigued by the prospect of indulging in hedonistic pleasures, he accepted the invitation, leaving behind his usual reserved lifestyle of brainwashing the youth to do his bidding.

Upon his arrival at the countess' mansion, he was greeted by a sea of masked revellers, their eyes gleaming with the promise of debauchery.

In no time at all, the professor found himself swept up in a whirlwind of intoxicating drinks, mind-bending substances, and sinful delights.

Enraptured by the opulence surrounding him, Von Juba allowed himself to be consumed by the decadence.

As the night wore on, Von Juba found himself drawn deeper into the heart of the orgy, where the only the most sinful and vile of depraved acts took place.

Whispers of human flesh being served as a delicacy were hardly more than rumours in this already cruel world of ours, however, as Von Juba ventured further, he stumbled upon a room filled with guests feasting on the flesh of the recently sacrificed.

Licking his lips, unable to resist the salivating allure of transgression, he too partook in the gruesome meal.

To this end, the atmosphere was thick with lust and excess, as guests engaged in acts of wanton passion, fuelled evermore by the tantalizing concoction of drugs and alcohol.

For one Von Juba, it was a release from the shackles of his academic life, an escape from the mundane routine that had defined him for so long.

Little did he know, however that this release would prove to be his undoing...

Days turned into nights, and nights into weeks, as Von Juba lost himself in the haze of unbridled pleasure.

His once sharp intellect began to falter, replaced by a hazy stupor that clouded his judgement and dulled his senses.

Yet, despite the warning signs, The professor continued to indulge himself in the darker side of life, believing that this newfound freedom would somehow revitalize him both physically and mentally.

But fate had other plans. Which is why one night, amidst another debaucherous feast, Von Juba suddenly collapsed, his body left limp and lifeless on the bloodied altar.

His mortal coil expired, leaving behind a shell of a man devoid of reason and morality.

The news of this development spread like wildfire throughout the city, shocking everyone who knew of him and his exploits.

How could someone like Professor Von Juba fall so low?...Or rather...even lower than before.

Upon prying into said mystery investigators found numerous empty vials and bottles scattered around the scene, which served as a rather lovely testament to his rampant addiction, really.

Professor Von Juba's death certificate listed multiple causes, drug overdose, severe malnutrition, and an infected wound inflicted by one of the participants earlier in the night.

As authorities tried to piece together what led to this tragic end, they discovered evidence pointing towards the countess herself.

With that in mind, the regal harlot was charged with organizing illegal orgies that involved human sacrifice and cannibalism, a crime punishable by execution (at least when one is not well-liked within the legal system).

Despite her wealth and connections, she faced trial before the national court, which convened swift justice.

Found guilty beyond doubt, Countess Rantar was sentenced to die by the same cruel method she had chosen for others...being fed alive to the very monsters she summoned, Von Juba's leftover army of brainwashed students.

The woman's screams echoed mightily through the cold stone walls of the dungeon just as one would expect from a mighty Countess, serving as a grim reminder of the consequences of unchecked greed and desire.

And so, the legend of Professor Von Juba lived on, forever tarnished by his descent into depravity, but respected for providing the justice system with a new means of dealing with prisoners now that sentencing people to get eating alive by his student husks has become a mainstay.

The late respected scholar's body of work is thus now overshadowed by his darker exploits, which means no one ever bothered to pay attention to the fact that his last will was tampered with, leaving his assets to fall into the hands of God-knows-who.

Sadly however, this didn't do much to help his only surviving family member, the Professor's granddaughter Botan Juba.

Whoever it was that tampered with her late Grandfather's will clearly had a sense of humour about them, since they decided to make it so as her educational trust fund was flushed down the toilet into investments for overseas shell corporations and corrupt marketing schemes.

Meaning she won't be going to the same private school her dear Grandfather went to, nor any other member of her family who all died years before after being subjects to various experiments of the old man's sick design.

Luckily for Botan, Professor Von Juba's sick desire for experiments have afforded her an opportunity, since he did wrongfully assume she would've failed her entrance exams to the other school, and thus lined her up a shot to enter a school owned by the late Von Juba's old buddy Gary Malich.

The only catch about heading to Gary Malich's school? She has to attend it whilst pretending to be a male student...that's the experiment.

It may sound boring at first glance, but the school has a unique learning style that makes this twist somewhat more interesting, than if she were expect to keep the facade going in a normal private school.

One may be asking the obvious question now... does Botan Juba, the selected granddaughter have any say in whether she wants to do this or not?

Well the answer to that is simple...

No, it's court-mandated now that the Countess is dead, and since the government wants to cover up as much as they can about the whole thing to keep riots from breaking out on the streets due to a lack of faith in the education system, it's better if she does pretend to be a boy, that way no one will think Botan's related to the legendary professor who was only documented as having one granddaughter.

It's not a perfect plan, by any means... In fact, it's pretty fucking stupid, really. But brains have nothing to do with where she's headed, so that won't be a problem.

Which is why Botan can arrive in the city known as Amethyst Metropolis with her head held reasonably high now, under the neon lights of a grim and dreary morning.

She arrives as a young girl disguised in a boy's uniform, just like the government legal teams told her to, with the only hitch in this plan being that she isn't really moving forward right now, as she instead stands hesitating outside the gates of the prestigious Gary Malich Academy.

Before this moment, living with her Grandfather, Botan was the type who would be best described as having been everywhere. One drunk bar patron even screamed that she was “a girl of ten states” for some reason, but such irrelevant commentary doesn't make her any more confident for what is to come.

For in the highly advanced society she has wandered into for this experiment, she has to be classed as a male by society due to their leader's mob mentality of purposefully fucking up the forging of her new fake ID papers to immigrate into the city.

So if she even so much as wears a dress unironically here, then the AI overlords of the Metropolis' surveillance drones will nuke the shit out of her, and leave nothing but a crater behind in their wake.

With a target on her back, and the mourning of her late Grandfather in her mind, Botan wants to feel excited about starting at this new school, known for its advanced programs and unorthodox teaching methods. But in addition to her government-mandated “paperwork fuck up”, experience alone has taught her to keep her expectations low.

Things never seem to work out in Botan's favour, after all.

Every time she's gotten her hopes up, life always finds a way to dash them.

Like the time she'd studied for weeks to ace her middle school exams, only to fall ill with the flu the night before... And by flu, what she really means to say is that she was attacked and robbed on a train by a lunatic wearing a clown outfit and wielding a baseball bat wrapped in glow sticks.

But no one would believe the truth even if they saw it with their own two eyes, so she went with a more believable lie and still got burned.

It's reminiscent, in fact, of the time when she trained all year to make the National Skyscraper Bungee Jumping team just across the border... then she forgot to pack her cord on the day of try-outs and wound up grabbing a hold of someone else whilst falling off the building to save her life.

The other jumper's head exploded when they made contact with the ground, thus saving Botan's life.

She's lucky in the sense that she's always the survivor, but unlucky in the regard that it leads to her always having to live in this crappy world for another God forsaken day...(that's her perspective on the matter at least, many might tell her she's still extremely lucky for the former)

But try being the person who can argue that point now, as she's walking into an immaculate campus, pretending to be some male student who got whacked trying to steal grain from an illegal mob shipment, just so she can get a basic education in a society that dictates her future job prospects before she'll even graduate...

It's a tough pill to swallow, indeed. And one that Botan must keep from regurgitating as she braces herself for disappointment, thinking along the lines of...
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..."Surely they've made a mistake accepting dodgy entrance papers from a nobody like me, right?"...
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Being ran by a friend of her late Grandfather's, this school is rumoured to be for elite students, after all. Which, of course, translates to, rich, smart, talented.

Not awkward vagabond kids who stumbled into success blindly like a poison-drunk racoon.

In spite of her reservations, Botan takes a deep breath and steels herself as she enters the exam hall.

Electing to do her very best on the placement test. But deep down knowing better than to wish for a top score.

Fate would no doubt intervene to sabotage her with it's sick, knife-twisting sense of humour, sticking her in the lowest ranked class at best, and otherwise throwing her out into the back alley to be eaten alive by starving animals at worst.

Presuming the latter is her destiny, Botan takes a seat in one of the exam rooms.

As the proctor calls the test to begin, Botan sighs and picks up her pencil and gets this crazy box-filling show on the freaking road.
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..."Here we go again...I don't get any of this."...
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She thinks ruefully.

..."Like I don't get this at all! What the crap is with these questions?"...

She's not exactly wrong with her present level of bewilderment, as each question listed before her eyes has nothing to do with what's expected of the criteria.

Normally, this kind of testing would be more standardized. As a high school entrance exam is typically administered to a large group of students, so it needs to be refined in a way that all students are taking the same test under the same conditions.

Such things makes it easier to compare the results of different students.

In contrast, what Botan is looking at now appears to be something closer to a career suitability test, which might be more customized to figuring out what someone's job might be.

It's at this moment she stops and looks both ways in the class to ask herself.

Botan: Am I...in the right building right now?

But since she's taking the test, she can't really get up to ask the proctor where she is... It'd come off as a little unprofessional, you know.

Instead, she tries her best to look over the questions and answer them the way they're supposed to be covered.

Namely, the first question which reads...

..."What are your salary expectations?"...

To which, all Botan can say is...

Botan: Easy, I'm aiming for the big bucks! After all, who wouldn't want to be swimming in piles of cash and living a life of luxury? I'm beginning to wonder if this test is actually for idiots...

Whatever her own opinions are on the matter, Botan still wastes no time in answering the rest of these questions as she moves on to number two to see the question.
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..."What are your career aspirations?"...
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And after scratching her chin with her pencil, all Botan can respond with is....

Botan: Are they expecting me to say that "I'm dying to brown-nose and climb that corporate ladder to become the next CEO"...or something? Nuh-uh, no way, I think I'll just say "Anything that pays well and coughs up less"...Perfect.

You can agree or disagree with that answer, but since Botan's the one taking the test right now the examiners will just have to deal with it. As she is already moving on to the next question.
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..."What are your learning style preferences?"...
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Pondering this only takes a few seconds before Botan realises that she's got very little to work with here, suffering from a severe lack of education of any kind barring some basic reading, writing and math that she's picked up on from her Grandfather's lingering nagging over the years...

Everything else that she knows she picked up from part-time jobs, which she's taken a lot of given that her Grandfather didn't believe in the concept of an allowance.

Botan: Ugh...I've only got practical, hands-on experience. Would they believe me if I lied and said that I live and breathe mind-numbing lectures and taking extensive notes?...(Sighs) Probably not.

Next question is a real doozy as Botan moves her pencil down one slot to read the short but taxing text.
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..."What are your travel preferences?"...
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To which, living as a vagabond non-stop up until this point, all she can put is.

Botan: Always, everywhere, all the time.

As if it's an answer that's supposed to make sense, something akin to saying YES PLEASE when asked your sex on a medical form.

In an effort to remain mature about things however, Botan moves on to read the final question on the page.
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..."What are your work-life balance expectations?"

Harbouring zero worthy emotional connections in this world now that her Grandfather is dead, and living only for the jobs she has when she gets them thus far, Botan is one of those rare individuals who genuinely believes that working 80 hours a week and never taking a break is the key to happiness.

So that's what she puts down,, more or less, as she says.

Botan: ...“Life is work.. You either work, or you starve”.... God, this test really is super easy.

Sadly, she isn't rewarded for this work ethic, as even though this exam has just started, it seems as though there is grave unrest at the school when a commotion erupts in the hallway outside where a vengeful voice shouts out.

Sweet G: A rogue agent!? In my school!? Where is the little rat!!! I will NOT take any kind of falsification of documents lying down! Do you hear me!?!

This is a roar that Botan tries her level best to ignore, as she bows her head and mutters to herself.

Botan: Wuh-oh...Please just leave me be...

The angry shouting only continues, however, prompting Botan to tightly zero in her focus on the test in front of her hoping that it'll all blow over.

It won't though...

That much is clear in the way that the noise is rapidly escalating, as it is now accompanied by sounds of crashing and banging that is now mixing with the yelled threats.

Several potential students leap up from their desks to see what is happening. All while the proctor demands they sit back down and keep testing.
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..."All of you sit down, right now! Or there will be blood!"...
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The proctor yells in a stern manner. However, little does he know the extent of the disturbance that is about to occur, as the exam room door violently swings open, disrupting the silence.

From the doors ashes, a massive, red-faced teacher, who happens to be a real life, hyper-intelligent gorilla in a sweet suit stomps in, dragging a cowering student by his collar.

Sweet G: Attention, all of you...I caught this cheater red-handed! And since his answer sheet seems to be part of a larger operation!? I'm ordering you all to get up! And get out!!! I'm throwing out this whole class until I get to the bottom of this! You're marks will be graded on what you've answered thus far...

Much in the same vein as Botan's luck always is, she thought when this gorilla was shouting about “rogue agents” and “falsified documents” that she'd been found out. But in actuality, it seems like there was just a mass cheating ring taking place.

An outcome which is terrible, since she only answered 5 or so fucking questions before being stopped here, which leaves her now having to hope that the graders are extremely generous to the point of ridiculous.

The proctor tries to protest, of course, but the enraged gorilla has none of it.

Sweet G: Out! Now! Or I'll twist your head until it snaps off, you little twerp!!!

Sweet G roars this at the proctor to the point that spit flies from his mouth.

And not wanting to get caught in the saliva typhoon, the other students scarper off to obey.

No one wants to risk incurring the fabled wrath of Sweet G, who is said to be the school's most feared disciplinarian.

To this end, Botan hastily gathers her things, with her heart still sinking.

Knowing her placement exam has been thrown out the window, ruined for no reason except being in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Botan: (Sighs)...Why does trouble always find me?

She asks, before Sweet G violently hurls the accused cheater he was holding hostage into the hall and he then begins flipping over desks, sending papers and pencils flying.

Sweet G: Cretins! Miscreants! I'll have nothing short of order at this school! Ook-ook! Aak-aak eek!!!

Botan ducks out the door, at this point, with her freedom alone never tasting so sweet.

I mean, let's be real, the injustice that will haunt her is one thing. But not being allowed to finish an exam is way better than being manhandled by a well-dressed ape who is dancing on the lunatic fringe.

Venturing forth in the understanding that her one chance to prove herself is gone. Lost like the consciousness of the cheater who is now left drooling in a pile of his own blood in the hall...such is just her luck.

With a resigned sigh, she trudges away, already dreading what future purgatory awaits next...following her results.
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A week after the disastrous placement exam, Botan receives her results in the mail-slot of the assigned dorm room she has been placed in (a limited luxury of basic shelter for all students until they're either kicked out or graduate).

She hesitates before opening the envelope, as one would expect, preparing herself for the inevitability of assured disappointment.

Given how the test ended, all bloody and tear-filled and such ... she knows better than to hope for a top score.

With a hopeless sigh, she tears open the envelope and unfolds the letter to see, as expected, she's been assigned to a lowly class of bad reputation.

However, some aspects of the letter in question do defy her original expectations.

Such as the class being known as...
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..."Class 6: The Bar. The Bengali Brew Den"...
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So yes, with that number it is the lowest of the low. But the fact that it's getting called a freaking bar is only compounding Botan's concerns.

Though she tried to brace herself for the worst, this obscure blow in particular does still take the wind right out of her sails

Falling back, Botan sinks onto her bed, leaving the letter dangling limply from her fingers for a brief moment.

She isn't exactly shocked by the placement, as she he is far too well-acquainted with failure for that.

But the disappointment crushes her like a massive sack of bricks nonetheless.

Botan: That's the price of winging it and hoping the for the best, I suppose...

Botan speaks these words whilst finally crumpling the offensive letter in her fist. She then takes a deep breath to steady herself before standing up again once more.

She knows she can't change her circumstances now (that much is abundantly clear).

All that is left is to face her fate with dignity.

This “Class 6, Bengali Brew” domain awaits her, so she may as well charter the unknown course and stick to her “winging it” guns.

This motivation carriers her forward well enough until she has to arrive in person, wearing her male uniform once again on her first day.

Following the instructions to her “lower ranked class” that were provided on the letter, Botan reluctantly makes her way to the classroom assigned for Class 6.

However, upon arrival, she pauses outside the door, in order to muster the courage to enter.

Botan: OK, calm down, Botan...You can do this, these people can't be any more stupid than you are. It might actually work out well this way...

And even though this might sound judgmental on her part, she actually means it as a compliment, since she often works well with complete strangers given her track record in the manual labour work force sectors of Amethyst Metropolis.

It's just kids her own age that she's never dealt with...so she's obviously nervous, and was hoping that if she was smarter than them on paper....they might've respected her a tiny bit out of the gate.

Sadly, there is no cheating or corner-cutting in her future, so all she can do now is take a deep breath, pull open the door and step inside Class 6.

And once she crosses the threshold of the door, the scene that greets her is...well... unexpected to say the least.

The room itself is murkily lit, with neon lights casting a warm glow on the walls that are lined with shelves of liquor bottles.

Vodka, whiskey, gin, rum, tequila, every spirit imaginable seems represented in this “classroom's” collection.

The colour scheme is mostly red, blue, and green, giving the room an otherworldly underwater feel almost reminiscent of an aquarium.

And to top it all off soft music fills the air, mainly soothing electronic stuff, with a few jazz and blues tracks drifting through in the mix.

Botan blinks in the dim lighting, wondering if she has accidentally wandered into a bar instead of a classroom.

But no, there is a large blackboard covering one wall, so one could argue it barely qualifies. But with the way there is a neon-lit bar counter in the back and a couple of dozen tables with actual fucking customers at them present, it's safe to say this place is an actual bar as well as a classroom.

Meaning something weird as fuck is going on, and Botan's limited scope sourced from hard knock's learning methods leaves her lost at present. As she thought this was a prestigious academic institution...therefore not a place where a speakeasy could randomly pop up amidst lessons.

In the middle of her overloaded train of thought, a couple patrons who are already lounging inside this place at this early hour in the morning greet Botan with a lazy, heavily inebriated shout.

..."Welcome to The Bengali Brew Den!...Give a us a drink..."...
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One man says, clearly recognising from Botan's uniform that she's a students.

Before she can say anything to him, another patron fails to even make the basic distinction due to the amount of cider in his system, leaving him raising a glass of some amber liquid cocktail in salute to her arrival as he shouts...

..."Here we fucking go!!!!"....

Ignoring the cries of the two random drunkards who look way too old to be anywhere near this classroom without being considered teaching staff, Botan tentatively makes her way further inside, still taking in her surroundings.

Botan: Well...Perhaps this class won't be so bad after all?

These famous last words, are something she speaks unconsciously, because her tempting of fate doesn't go ignored.

As Botan stops to look at a neon sign on the wall with The Bengali Brew Den logo on it, she is approached by a tall, slender boy with sharp features from behind.

Without a word, and instead a shoulder tap and a hand signal, this boy essentially calls Botan to follow him leaving her only two choices...

..."Be rude and tell him to fuck off"...

––––––––
[image: ]


Or...
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..."Do as he asks"...
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And since she doesn't want to make any negative waves on
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